But Ms name-day, the nineteenth of March, gradually 287
came to be one of the most important holidays. Public
and private buildings were decorated with Ms picture,
Ms initials, flags and banners of the Legions, and flooded
with light in the evening. Every shop had something
about Mm, almost every house put out the wMte and red
flag. Great crowds went to the Belvedere, cheering for
the Marshal, A legend, the symbol of the reborn Poland,
there was combined with tMs a very human element be-
cause the people loved him. But he made it Ms practice
not to be in the city on that day.
In Warsaw he accepted no social invitations, but asked
his friends to come to Mm. He was a most delightful
houseguest on the few occasions when he could be a guest.
On his way back from Egypt, at the end of a chilly, rainy
September, he stopped in Bucharest at the home of the
Polish minister. There was a guestbook, kept for three
generations in that family, wMch began with the auto-
graph of Mickiewicz. Pilsudski looked over the book with
great interest, for it bore many famous names. He wrote
these sentences, typical of Ms style—brief, poignant with
feeling, expressing sometMng of Ms philosophy:
"Today is cold and wet. I sit here and blow on my fingers
to warm the:n, as though it were already winter. I re-
member how I complained about the heat in the summer. Is
man so stupidly made that he can not think of the future
and forgets yesterday? Is he only for today?"
His knack for packing a sentence with meaning was
further illustrated in the last talk the American Ambas-
sador had with Mm. He mentioned the fact that there
were so many million Poles in the United States and
added how pleased they would be to receive a message
from the Marshal.
"Yes, yes/' acquiesced Pilsudski. "Let me think—tell
them tMs: <A good child never forgets Ms mother.'"
There is a saying that Poles do not recogni^ the
worth of their public men until after their deaths. It was

